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M. T. Nevertheless, Madam, a good case has need of

aid.    I have reason to believe myself supplanted

by a certain rival and that Madam will be overcome

by the rank of viscount.
THE V. I had some hopes of this before your letter

arrived, Monsieur Tibaudier; but it has made me

fear for my suit.
M. T.  These, Madam,  are two trifling verses,  or

couplets, I have composed  in your honour and

glory.
THE V. Ah ! I had no idea Monsieur Tibaudier was a

poet; these two little verses will finish me.

THE C. He means to say two strophes.    Boy, give
a chair to Monsieur Tibaudier.    A folding one,
you little imp.    Monsieur Tibaudier, be seated,
and we will listen to your strophes.
M. T.           A lady of rank

My soul overcame;
She has beauty, no doubt.

And I'm all aflame;
Yet she is to blame

That her spirit *s so high*
THEV. I am lost after that.
THE C. The first verse is lovely: A lady of rank*

JUL.  I believe it is a little too long, but one must

allow a slight licence for so beautiful a thought.
THE C. Let us hear the other strophe.
M. T.     I know not if you doubt my love,

But well I know my heart each day

Doth quit its home, far, Jar from gay,
To pay its court in yours above.
Thus of my tenderness secur'd,
And likewise of my faith asmrd,
You in your turn to soothe my care.
Content to be a countess fair,
Tour tigress1 skin doth cast away,

Which darkens charms as night doth day.